DEAD THIS TWENTY YEARS

mak him. Mony, mony a time after he came
in frae the kirk on the Sabbath he wotdd stand
up at this very window and wave his hands
in a reverent way, juist like the minister.
His first text was to be ' Thou God seest me/
" Ye'U wonder at me, but I've sat here in
the lang fore-nichts dreamin' 'at Joey was a
grown man noo, an' 'at I was puttin* on my
bonnet to come to the kirk to hear him preach.
Even as far back as twenty years an' mair I
wasna able to gang aboot, but Joey would say
to me, * We'll get a carriage to ye, mother, so
'at ye can come and hear me preach on " Thou
God seest me." ' He would say to me, * It
doesna do, mother, for the minister in the
pulpit to nod to ony o' the fowk, but I'll gie
ye a look an* yell ken it's me/ Oh, Joey, I
would hae gien you a look too, an* ye would
hae fcent what I was thinkin*. He often said,
' Ye'U be proud o' me, will ye no' mother,
when ye see me comin' sailin' alang to the
pulpit in my gown ?' So I would hae been
proud o' Mm, an' I was proud to hear him